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given also to human beings the power of creating
beauty? Are not artists God's expiation, a sop given
to man for the imperfections of mankind?
When do I fulfil a purpose, thought Lisa, when I
am what I believe to be myself, or when I am a speck
of everything and nothing? Only artists are the
equals of their God, their God who gave them that
equality.
Henriette came in with a tray, her felt slippers and
her smile. Lisa felt that she had been caught. Serge
had imprisoned her in this lovely routine. It was a
celL Serge was removing her from any actions of her
own. It was he who had made her want the same
meal, the same vegetables, the same fruit. He was
the ventriloquist and she was his dummy. He was
undermining her personality, getting rid of it in
order that she should belong entirely to him. She
felt a moment of panic. Her body that he had never
touched, that she had meant to give him, he had
recognised it as an obstacle to the ultimate intimacy
at which he was aiming.
He did not want a gift, but a surrender, not flesh
and blood, but a disintegration of flesh and blood.
That was the absolute. Serge was an absolutist,
whereas Lisa was that minor article, a romantic.
Lisa had entered into one of those air pockets of
lucidity which she had known ever since she was a